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satisfaction of entering a deserted Pierre Curie
Institute! But if Marie wasn't leaving Paris, her
one precious gramme of Radium had to go, and
there was no one to escort it but herself.
She put on her black alpaca dust coat, packed
her night things, and with a small, extraordin-
arily heavy packet of lead, took train for
Bordeaux. Cramped on a wooden bench in the
crowded train, with her Radium at her feet, she
gazed out of the window at the fields under the
burning early September sun and at the roads
crowded with unending cars and carts fleeing
always, fleeing to the west.
At Bordeaux, on the far western sea, Marie
stood on the platform, hour after hour, with her
little packet of lead still at her feet, the packet
which was too heavy for a woman to carry and
too valuable to be left alone. There were no
porters and no taxis and no bedrooms. She smiled
as she wondered if she would have to stand there
all night. But she was rescued at last by a fellow-
traveller, who helped to find her a bed and to
house the Radium safely in a bank.
On the next morning she returned to Paris. In
the evening she had been an unnoticed traveller
in a mighty crowd of safety seekers, but in the
morning she was stared at by a crowd .who had
collected to see the strange marvel of "the woman
returning up there!" The woman returning up
there was glad of the chance to tell them that there
was no danger "up there," that Paris would not
fall, that its inhabitants would be in no danger*